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boy about fifteen, whose eyes were focused upon a
papei, folded into a very small compass, that he held
about four inches away from them. This was the office
boy or very junior clerk, Stanley Poole, who had just
come all the way from Hackney, which remained with
him as a combined flavour of cocoa and bread dipped
in bacon 'fat that still haunted his palate. His body,
which was small and thin but sufficiently tough, and
was crowned by a snub nose, some freckles, greyish-
greenish eyes, and some unbrushed sandy hair, had
been in the service of Twigg and Dersingham for the
last twenty minutes, when it had boarded a tram and a
bus and had walked down several streets. Now it had
arrived in the office. But his mind had not yet begun
the day's work. Even now, when the very threshold had
been passed, it was still in the wilds of Mexico, enjoy-
ing the heroic and exhilarating companionship of Jack
Dashwood and Dick Robinson, the Boy Aviators, the
terror of all Mexican bandits.

"So you've come/' said Mrs, Cross, putting back that
wisp of hair again. "It's about time I was 'opping it if
you've come."

Stanley looked up and nodded. With a sigh, he with-
drew from the world of the Boy Aviators and the
Mexican bandits. He tried to fold his paper into a still
smaller compass, before cramming it into his pocket.

"Read, read, read!" cried Mrs. Cross derisively,
"Some of yer's always at it. What they find to put in
all the time beats me. What's that yer reading now?
Murders, I'll bet/'

" Tisn't," replied Stanley, balancing himself on one
leg for no particular reason that we can discover. "It's a
boy's paper." He made this announcement with a kind